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Santa\'s Not-So-Little Helpers 

Author's Notes: 

Hehe Okay, this is a silly little Christmas fic inspired by this advert: 
http://youtube/WL2gFLByMcE 

Sit back, enjoy and have a very Merry Christmas! 

Thanks to Cosmic Gerbil for helping to put the pieces of this puzzle together. 


PS: Don\'t forget to track Santal 
http://www.noradsantaorg/ 


The message had come through in the dead of night. Normally he didn't keep his phone by his bed, choosing to 
switch it off and ignore anything Junior had to say. But, on that fateful night in November, he'd sat it by his 
bedside and dozed off. 


Until it buzzed and woke him up. 

There was a message, from a place so secretive that it didn't warrant a name or number. 

Hate to ask, but really need your help. S. 

And that was how he, Dave Mustaine, king of thrash metal, had found himself in a hanger on a windswept, 
snowy rock, orchestrating the biggest event of the year. Other than annihilating the world through music, this 


was what he'd been born to do. 


Wrapped in the heavy furs he'd been handed on arrival, he stared down into the massive expanse of the 


hanger. A megaphone dangled from his fingers, ready to bark orders at the next slacker he caught. 


So far, none of his skeleton crew had slacked. They'd started out scurrying back and forth, collecting what 
they needed. Now they were in their assigned areas, diligently working. 


"MUSTAINE!" 


What now?! Didn't they realise that he was busy calculating and re-calculating, making sure that everything 
was checked and marked off? Clicking on the megaphone, he held it to his lips. 


"What the fuck is it, Hetfield?" 

Forty feet below the gantry, James stood, hands on his hips and face dotted with grease and engine oil. 

| don't think this thing's goin’ to fly, you know." 

Sighing, he looked around the hanger. The giant sleigh, decorated in a fetching red and gold livery, stood in the 
heart of the carnivorous space. It dwarfed all of them and he'd spent a happy hour watching James scramble 
over it, checking levers and gears and testing the boosters. Four of them, two on each side, were strapped to 
the back of the sleigh. They were, Santa had told him, powered by magic but, for one night, the gallant 
Christmas crew would be able to do the work they'd needed. James had taken them to pieces, cleaned them 
and put them back together. But something was bothering him. 

Gripping the rail of the gantry, Dave felt his blood pressure rise. It had to fly. It couldn't fail them, not tonight! 
"Why the fuck's it not going to fly?!" he barked. 


James sighed and ran a greasy hand over his hair, leaving a dull smudge of black behind. "There's just 


somethin’ about those boosters. | don't think they'll cope." 


Closing his eyes, Dave bit his lower lip and whined. "For fuck's sake, Hetfield, have you never heard of the 


magic of Christmas?! Just bloody believe and the bloody thing will fly. JUNIOR!" 
"Yes boss?" his bassist's voice echoed from a distant corner of the hanger. 


Feeling like a high wire artist, he trekked along the gantry. He couldn't help but smile as he looked at Junior. His 
forty-seven year old band mate had, in the blink of Kriss Kringle's eye, morphed back into the Minnesota farm 
boy. Dressed in the thick, furry clothes that they all sported, he carefully tended to the team of nine reindeer. 
The creatures clustered around him, obviously looking to him as their best friend for the night. He scratched 


one behind an ear and Dave was sure he could see a small smile on Junior's face. 

"How ya doin’ down there, Momma Reindeer?" 

Junior chuckled and looked up still petting the nuzzling muzzles. "Bringing back a lot of memories." 

"I bet. Look, they're goin’ to fly aren't they?" 

He could feel the familiar panic beginning to rise. Tonight had to go perfectly. Heck, even NORAD were on hand 
to help them out. The sleigh was tricked out with everything from heated seats to GPS to missile jamming. 
Goodness only knew who'd want to bring down Santa's sleigh but it was better to be safe than sorry. 

"Yeah, Dave, they're going to fly. Don't worry. Just believe." 

"Its not me who's not fuckin’ believin’." 

"Who?" Junior looked up and cocked an eyebrow. 

He sighed. "James." 

Shuffling from the midst of the herd, he strode around the giant sleigh. Following, Dave watched, idly chewing 
at a loose nail. It couldn't go wrong. Couldn't fail. He hated to admit it, but he loved Christmas and failing Santa, 
in his distant four year old mind, was worse than failing anyone who loved him. Failing Santa was the worst 
possible thing anyone could do. It was like telling the world that Christmas had been permanently cancelled. And 
he, Dave Mustaine, never got anything wrong. He was the General and, dammit, going to keep the Christmas 
spirit alivel 

He watched, feeling desperately helpless, as Junior pulled James to one side. A wrench dangled from James’ 
fingers and his shoulders had the slumped look of someone who had lost the will. He couldn't hear their 
conversation but, James nodded as Junior placed a hand on his shoulder. Two pairs of eyes turned to look up 


at him. Giving them a tight smile, he nodded. 


Time to check on the most important part of the night. Wandering over the criss-crossing gantries and 


bridges, he stared down at an area that looked like an explosion in a gift wrap factory. 


Because that's pretty much what it was. In the midst of it, showing his own fair share of stress, was Lars. 
Waving his arms around, he orchestrated a group of magically moving machines. Jointed arms and conveyor 
belts moved, gears clicking and clunking. Gifts were wrapped and deposited in a number of huge sacks. A lever 
was pulled and another crate of toys was carefully placed on a conveyor belt. Slowly they trundled along it, 
through a forest of metal arms, and came out the other end neatly wrapped. He didn't know what Lars was 


looking so stressed about; he had the easiest job. 

"LARS?!" 

The smaller man jumped, yelped and looked up. "lim working, Dave! l'm working!" 
"| can see you're working. How's it going?" 


Lars huffed and puffed, his head turning between the machine and Dave. "I don't like the way it's wrapping 
them." 


Rolling his eyes, Dave felt his shoulders shrug. "Why? They look fine." 
"Fine they may look But they're not perfect.” 


He wanted to bang his head against the railing. Wanted to see if he could batter out his rapidly lowering IQ. 
What with someone who didn't believe in the Christmas spirit and another who wanted to wrap billions of 
presents by hand, he was tempted to just toss himself to his death. 


But no, he couldn't do it. He was the keeper of Christmas Day and he had to see it through. Hell, he even had a 
key around his neck. A beautiful, swirling gold key, inlaid with sparkling rubies which thumped him in the chest 
as it swung back and forth. It was the only one of its kind, and the only one which, at the appointed moment, 
would start the sleigh. He, quite literally, held the key to Christmas and it was his duty to make sure that the 


sun rose on December 25th. 


With the megaphone dangling from his wrist, he held up his hands. Twenty years ago, he'd have smacked some 
sense into Lars. Now he had to resist the urge and just be diplomatic. 


"Just do what you can, okay? If you believe, then they'll be perfect. Don't panic. Just believe and get them all 
wrapped and packed. We need to be ready to go in T minus two hours." 


Lars' eyes just went wide and he turned back to the machines, frantically pulling and pressing. Sighing, Dave 
rubbed his temples. How someone had done this year in, year out for so long was beyond him. Why had he 
been brought here? Santa had never told him, other than he needed help. Perhaps he just needed a break for 


one year? 


Only his perky farmy seemed to be keeping the spirit of Christmas alive. Glancing across the hanger, he picked 
up a pair of binoculars. He grinned at Junior's furry Santa's hat, pulled over his blonde hair at a jaunty angle. 


There was a spring in his step as he carefully fed and groomed the reindeer. Dave couldn't help but chuckle as 
the bass player took a handkerchief from his pocket and gave Rudolph's nose a polish. In return, the reindeer 
cheekily tugged at his hair and Junior's face broke into an expression of pure delight. It was heartwarming and 


it was what was keeping him going. 


A small toy airship floated before him and Dave felt his face mirror Junior's. Hanging below it was an 
earthenware mug filled with thick, steaming hot chocolate. Fluffy white cream ard little clouds of 


marshmallows floated on the surface. 


Plucking it from the ship's grasp, Dave frowned. A length of red ribbon was tied to the handle. Placing the mug 
down, he pulled the ribbon free and a small twist of parchment fell into his hand. Unwrapping it, he sat on his 


heels and read. 


Dave, you're doing great. Dont stop believing now. And dont worry, they'll beleve by the end of the night. Keep 
the spirit alive! S 


Grinning, he pocketed the note and got to his feet. Saluting the airship with his mug, he muttered a thanks at 
it. 


Much to his surprise, a tiny elf, a bright green and red hat on its head, leaned from the craft's cockpit. 


"You're welcome!" 


Stifling a laugh, he lifted the megaphone and barked, "Right men, we have T minus one hour and forty five 
minutes until Operation Sleigh Ride launches! Let's do it to them before they do it to us!" 


wun 


The intervening minutes were manic, passing in a blur of activity. Gift laden sacks were hoisted into the air by 
teams of airships and deposited in the sleigh. The boosters were tested and, thanks to Junior's little pep talk on 
Christmas magic, they fired perfectly. Glistening harnesses, coated with bells, were looped over the reindeer. 


As the sacks were being loaded, Dave took a step back to admire his work. Lars, waving a pair of semaphore 
flags, was guiding the gifts to their carrier. Dwarfed beside the sleigh, James pottered, crawling under and 
over it as he made last minute checks. And there, at the front, was the embodiment of Christmas spirit itself. 
Junior, leading a double line of reindeer, bells a-jangling, carefully backed them between the shafts. Dave took a 


deep breath. They were nearly ready. 


It was a job he'd been happy to undertake. For several weeks he'd raced around the North Pole toy factory, 
checking gifts and making calculations. Every day he'd howl as the Naughty List grew shorter and the Nice List 
grew longer. He couldn't believe that there'd be enough gifts to support the ever lengthening list. But, as 
always, the elves and the factory had come through. One night he'd sat in the heart of the factory, watching. 
It was unlike any factory in the real world. It was.. beautiful. The elves constantly sang and laughed, dressed in 


their jolly red and green outfits. The machines were made from wood and brass, stunning creations in their 


own right, quietly hissing and creaking and churning out a constant stream of gorgeous gifts. As he'd watched, 
a steady stream of Mrs Claus’ Special Hot Chocolate appeared before him. A fluffy red hat had been pulled 
over his hair, the tiny elves chuckling with glee at their "Very tall flame-haired brother." He'd felt at peace in 
the factory and, in the depths of his belly, something had twisted and yawned and finally woken. 


His inner child. And, upon seeing where it was, it had screamed with happiness. From that moment on, he'd lived 
and breathed Christmas, the excitement had grown, keeping him awake at night and sending him springing from 
bed in the morning. He was, as his wife and band had said, a changed man. 


Finally, they stood shoulder to shoulder, staring at the laden sleigh. It dwarfed even the largest aircraft, 
magically expanding to hold all the sacks. The reindeer pranced and plunged, bells ringing, eager to begin. Their 
red leather harness had been polished to within in an inch of its life and the bells gleamed beneath the harsh 
hanger lights. 


Weeks of planning and worrying were at an end; he could finally breathe. 
Junior Touched his shoulder. "Do you smell that?" 


Sniffing the air, Dave frowned. Slowly the smell of warm bodies, animals and engine oil seeped away to be 
replaced with the subtle scents of fir tree, cinnamon and burning log fires. From beneath the door, a sliver of 
mist appeared, wrapping around their legs and the sleigh. Flakes of something sparkled in the mist and the 
wonderful smells of Christmas grew stronger. They watched as it swirled, circling them and, in one swift 


movement, the hanger melted to nothing with a gentle, wintery whoosh 


Muttering quiet words of surprise, the saviours of Christmas looked around themselves. Gone was the cold 
rock they'd landed on twenty four hours earlier. Now they found themselves standing in the midst of a winter 
wonderland. The sky was clear, as black as black could be and littered with diamond stars. Somewhere, a fire 
burned, the scent wafting over them. Carried on a gentle breeze were the sounds of millions of voices, all 
singing in perfect harmony. They stood on a long strip of snow, trees lining either side, the sleigh standing 
beside them. 


Blowing on his fingers, Dave felt himself shiver with excitement. His skin tingled and his heart pattered, the 
inner child he'd all but forgotten about awakening with a jolt. 


"Do it," James said. 
Raising his arm, Dave closed his eyes and took a deep breath, time feeling like it was slowing. 


"The moment you snap your fingers, you will release the spirit of Christmas. Time will slow, the night will lengthen 
and hope will grow. It is the final act you must perform in order for Christmas to truly begin," Santa had said 


Opening his eyes, he snapped his fingers. 


A burst of bright gold and red energy flared from his hand, washing through the air. Around them, lights 
snapped on, lighting the trees and revealing a runway. Rudolph's nose sprang to life, a bright red beacon in a 
dark, dark night. And, high above them, the stars grew brighter, twinkling like perfect Yuletide tree lights. A 


rush of excitement burst through him and Dave heard himself laugh. 


From the trees came another laugh, a deep hearty laugh, and jolly Saint Nick stepped from the shadows. With 
his belly wobbling and a grin beneath his fluffy white beard, he inspected the sleigh and his prized team of 
reindeer. Walking to them, he held out a hand. 


"Naughty or Nice List?" his voice was deep and kind. 


Dave watched as Lars rummaged through his clothes, eyes growing more panicked by the second. Feeling his 
heart skip a beat, Dave moved to help him. Nothing could go wrong now! Everything had gone to plan that it 
was almost the law that something had to go wrong. But, before he could help or have a complete meltdown, 
Lars let out a sigh of relief and handed over a bright red BlackBerry. 


"Reindeer Dust?" 


Grinning from ear to ear, Junior stepped forward and handed over a golden urn. All Dave knew was that 


whatever was in the urn kept the reindeer going. 
"Sleigh Booster Starter?" 


There was a radiant glow to James' face when he handed over a small, glistening control panel. An array of red 
buttons, set in gold, covered it. Santa quickly pocketed it. Dave couldn't help but smile; it looked as though the 


magic has finally found its way into James’ soul. 
"The Key to Christmas?" 


Reaching around himself, Dave lifted the thick, gold chain over his head. Catching the light of the moon, the key 
swung back and forth, quietly humming with the gentle wishes of a billion children. Smiling, the jolly red man 


took it and wrapped the chain around his wrist. He gave a small nod. 


"Thank you, gentleman, for helping to save Christmas. Your assistance will never be forgotten and you have all 


earned yourselves permanent places on the Nice List. Once again, thank you." 


Sweeping the key into his hand, Santa turned and climbed into the sleigh. Setting the Sleigh Booster Starter on 
its cradle, he clicked the BlackBerry over to the Naughty or Nice List and twisted the lid from the Reindeer 
Dust. Taking a handful, he tossed it into the air, glittering like millions of flakes of snow. It settled over the 
reindeer, their excitement pitching. Finally, he unwound the key from his wrist and inserted it into the sleigh's 
control panel. Twisting it, the sleigh came to life. A low rumble filled the air and lights flashed along it. Even 
Rudolph's nose appeared to glow brighter. 


The butterflies in Dave's stomach only grew. Even though his role was now over, the night was still before 


them. 


Turning towards them, Santa laughed his jolly laugh and gestured to the sleigh. "Come on boys; I'll give you a 


ride home." 


wuna 


Groaning, he buried his head further into the pillow, desperately trying to block out the sounds of a house 
that was rapidly coming to life. His body ached, every joint crying. What had he done last night? Man, he was 


getting too old for such shenanigans. 


But he'd had the most awesome dream! He'd been in a hanger on some windswept island, making sure that 


Christmas had happened. Suddenly he felt like Superman. Oh yeah, only he could save Christmas! 


Still, he didn't want to get out of bed. He wanted to burrow beneath the duvet and sleep for a million years. 
That wasn't going to happen though. 


An elbow nudged his ribs and he cracked an eye to look at Pam. She sighed and nodded towards the door. 
"Come on. The kids are awake. Better get up before they tear the house apart." 


Christmas was always a chaotic affair. He'd always wanted to make them into the Christmases that he'd never 
had. And that meant that the stops were pulled out. Only the biggest gifts and trees were allowed through the 
door and the shopping list was written in the middle of June. Besides, perfection was his middle name. 

Hunched on the couch and nursing his aching lower back, he watched as the kids attacked the pile of gifts 


beneath the tree. The tree in itself was a work of art, stretching to touch the ceiling and wrapped in swathes 
of gold and red. 


"Kids!" Ouch! That didn't go down with his sore, rough vocal chords. "Five gifts each! Just open five then we're 
getting’ ready for church." 


They looked at him as if they'd been stabbed through the heart. An icicle stabbed at his own heart and a soft 


breeze touched his cheek, blowing words across his ear. 

Remember the spirit of Christmas, Dave. 

Rubbing his temples, he closed his dry eyes for a moment. "Ah, what the heck Knock yourselves out, kids!" 
There was a roar of happiness and the air was filled with the sound of ripping paper. 


All too soon, the pile had disappeared to be replaced with a mound of desecrated gift wrap and suddenly quiet 
kids. Resting his head against his knees, Dave took deep, even breaths. The second Christmas was over he was 


calling the chiropractor. Someone needed to put his body back together. 

"Dad" Lifting his head, he looked at Electra She was holding an ornate gold box. 
A warm spread filled his face. "From you, sweetie?" 

She shrugged a little and smiled. "No. From someone called S." 


His heart flipped and dropped and he felt the breath force itself from his lungs. The dream, had it really been 
real?! Carefully taking the box from her, he laid it in his lap. It was heavy with swirling patterns chiseled into 
the lid. A ribbon was tied around it, a gift tag dangling from it. Turning over the tag, he read it. 


Dave, 

Never forget what you are. 
Merry Christmas! 

S 


Sliding the ribbon from the box, he creaked the lid open. Instantly, he blinked before shielding them from the 
bright light. 


Electra hopped up on the couch beside him. "What is thafe!" 

Pushing open the lid, Dave gasped. There, lying on a bed of black velvet, was a star. Not a fake, battery 
powered star from some store. A real, plucked from the sky, shimmering, twinkling star. Tentatively he slid his 
fingers around it, shocked that it was cold to the touch. Lifting it from its box, he held it in his lap, gazing at 
the wonderous beauty. Never, in all of his life, had he seen anything like it. And, deep in his soul, the child that 
Christmas had awakened laughed with glee. 

"Who's it from, Dad? Shawn?" 

Grinning like an idiot, he pulled a blanket around them. "No, sweetie, it's not from Shawn. Let me tell you a 


story. It all started in November, when | got a message from the North Pole.." 


~~~ The End ~~~ 


